
        
            
                
            
        

    
    
      Wife Sharing Club #4
    

    
      (Alpha Male / Wifesharing / Hotwife Erotica)
    

    
      
    

    
      By Lexie Renard
    

    
      
    

    
      Copyright 2021 Lexie Renard.  All rights reserved.  Cover design by Lexie Renard
    

    
      This book is intended for sale to adult audiences only. This is a work of fiction. Any similarities to actual people or specific locations is completely coincidental, or intended completely fictitiously. All characters are over 19, no sex partners are related by blood, all sex is consensual. This is fantasy. In the real world, everyone practices safe sex at all times. Right? Right.
    

    
      
    

    
      Please stay in touch!
    

    
      Join the email newsletter for updates, previews, and monthly free book links:
    

    
      
        http://eepurl.com/cP-J_L
      
    

    
      
    

    
      If you enjoy sexy stories about BDSM, office smut, hotwives, sugarbabies, sex with strangers, exhibitionism, etc. please search “Lexie Renard”, visit 
      
        LexieRenard.com
      
      , or 
    

    
      
        Click here for the very latest stories
      
    

    
      
    

    
      ***
    

    
      
    

    




    
      
    

    
      * Sarah *
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Walking in the front door, I kicked off my shoes, then dropped my briefcase and jacket on a chair. Dressing up for work was always incredibly annoying since I had to look crisp and professional while remaining completely unsexy.
    

    
      
    

    
      It was already hard enough to be treated with respect as the only female lawyer at the firm. I couldn’t allow any of the men to possibly get the wrong idea. I had to be a coworker, never a “hot chick.” 
    

    
      
    

    
      It was something I was far too accustomed to. Throughout law school, part-time jobs, everywhere I went, I tried to downplay my sexuality as much as possible. Outside of the bedroom, I wanted to be seen as a person. That’s it.
    

    
      
    

    
      In the bedroom, my husband Jared, the only man I’d ever been with, kept me quite satisfied. But I wasn’t able to tell him about my secret desires, for fear he might be offended that he wouldn’t be able to fulfill them.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Honey?” I called through the house. “Are you home?”
    

    
      
    

    
      He stuck his head out of the dining room, one corner of which was my desk. I often had to take a bit of work home, so it became my office. “Hey, sweetheart, can you come here for a second?”
    

    
      
    

    
      I came over to stand beside him, wondering why he had my laptop open.
    

    
      
    

    
      “I upgraded the wi-fi like we wanted, and had to install a new security patch on all of our devices.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Oh. Okay, thanks.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “So I absolutely swear it was an accident that I saw this.”
    

    
      
    

    
      He clicked on my web browser, which opened to show the video I watched last night. It was a woman wearing practically the same outfit I had on, having her clothes torn off by a massive brute of a man. 
    

    
      
    

    
      It was a video I’d watched many times in the dead of night when Jared was sound asleep. It was paused at the point just before he tore off her skirt and rammed himself inside her, taking her up against the wall.
    

    
      
    

    
      I wasn’t sure whether Jared knew that the entire video was simply the woman being spanked and ravaged in every possible position. At the end, it turns out that her husband had been watching on the video cameras the entire time.
    

    
      
    

    
      “What’s that?” I asked innocently. I was the world’s worst actress and knew there was no chance he’d actually believe me, but I had to try.
    

    
      
    

    
      He chuckled, pulling me into his lap as I realized with a gasp that he was hard as rock. “Is this something you’re into, baby? You want to be taken really hard while your poor husband watches you on camera?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “I don’t… Well, not really. I mean, some things are sexy to think about, but of course you’d never actually try it.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “What if you could actually try it?” he asked quietly.
    

    
      
    

    
      A shiver ran down my spine. I knew that look in his eyes. It was when he had a secret he couldn’t wait to tell me.
    

    
      
    

    
      “What are you talking about?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Look, I know that our sex life is great, but it’s never too early to start spicing things up,” he said with a naughty grin.
    

    
      
    

    
      He untucked my blouse, running his hand up my back as he continued. “I’ve always thought you were the sexiest woman in the world, but I know you have to hide it at work. It’s unfair that I had a couple of women before you, and you’ve only had me.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “It’s not a matter of keeping score,” I said.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Still, I came across the number of a very special sex club that you might be interested in.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Sex club? I would never have guessed that Jared would be into anything remotely kinky.  “I might,” I said slowly. “What did you have in mind?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Would you really want to show off for me on camera like that?” There was a strange dark tone in his voice I’d never heard before.
    

    
      
    

    
      Instantly a flash of tingling warmth spread through my inner thighs. Could he be serious? Voyeurism, being taken by another man, being watched… These were all things that had rattled around in the back of my mind for years. 
    

    
      
    

    
      But more than anything, being completely sexual – that would be the ultimate fantasy. To meet a man for no reason other than to fuck. Hard and fast and dirty.  That would be a dream come true.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes,” I said before I could let the nervousness take over.
    

    
      
    

    
      Jared unbuttoned the front of my blouse, then unfastened my bra from between my breasts, leaving me bare. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “So, Sarah...” He caressed my breasts until my nipples were hard. “If I selected a huge, good looking, muscular man to take complete control of this sexy little body and fuck you until you scream, that would make you happy?”
    

    
      
    

    
      I still couldn’t be sure he wasn’t kidding, but figured I might as well play along. “Yes.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Slip a hand in her panties to see if she’s wet, just to make sure,” a deep, raspy voice said from the computer.
    

    
      
    

    
      I jumped in surprise, then jumped again as Jared’s hand glided swiftly up my thigh to slip right into my panties.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Christ, she’s soaked,” Jared announced.
    

    
      
    

    
      Reaching for the laptop, I frantically closed the web browser, then saw an open call, but the video was turned off. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “Let me see you, Sarah,” that dark voice purred. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Looking at Jared, his pupils were dilated as he nodded. “Turn the video on, baby. Don’t you want him to see you?”
    

    
      
    

    
      God help me, I did. Never in a million years would I have thought I’d want another man. But since Jared seemed so excited by the thought, my hand darted to the laptop and clicked the button.
    

    
      
    

    
      A dark-haired man with smoky eyes was staring at me. “Mmm. I can’t wait to get a taste of those beautiful tits,” he murmured. He was gorgeous, but it was the raw hunger in his gaze that made him even more striking.
    

    
      
    

    
      Instinctively reaching to close my blouse, I stopped when I saw his eyes blazing. Looking at Jared, he was staring at my tits the same way.
    

    
      
    

    
      Two men, observing me as if I were a sexual object. A wave of raw lust surged through me. My nipples tightened into points, my thighs clenched, and I could feel my hips shifting. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “Damn, she really likes being stared at,” Jared said, as his finger began working its way into my gushing pussy.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Make her come for me. I want to see it. Now.” Whoever the man was, his dominant tone set my libido on fire. It was tricky to tell from the video, but he seemed huge, with broad shoulders and thick arms that stretched out his t-shirt.
    

    
      
    

    
      Jared stood up, depositing me on my feet as he quickly removed my clothing before I could protest. Although at this point, he could have done anything he wanted with me. I was so aroused that I needed more. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Then he sat me in the desk chair, spreading my thighs with one leg over the arm, and angling the laptop camera to give the man a perfect view of my bare pussy.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Jared,” I hissed, “who is that?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “That’s Duke. The man who’s going to be balls deep in you tomorrow night,” he explained as if this were a simple fact.
    

    
      
    

    
      Duke. Even his name made him sound like some sort of dominant big bad biker type who wanted to eat me alive. Oh god, that made my pussy drip and my toes clench.
    

    
      
    

    
      Jared zoomed the camera in, angling me so that Duke got a perfect view of my pussy. Then he knelt down, spreading me wide as he dragged his fingers, then his tongue straight through my crease.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Oh my God,” I moaned, gripping the armrests.
    

    
      
    

    
      “You like that, don’t you, Sarah?” Duke practically purred through the speakers.
    

    
      
    

    
      It felt like adrenaline and liquid fire were coursing through my veins just from the thought of a stranger observing me. Plus, Jared was feasting on my pussy with even more enthusiasm than he had the other night, driving me to the edge in record time. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “Play with those luscious tits, Sarah,” Duke commanded. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Before I could even think of protesting, he pulled off his tight black t-shirt, revealing a physique that belonged on the cover of a dirty magazine. Jared wanted... that guy... to fuck me tomorrow night.
    

    
      
    

    
      The idea hit me hard just as my husband plunged two thick fingers inside me while Duke watched.  I stared into the stranger’s eyes as he shifted, and I realized he was unfastening his pants. 
    

    
      
    

    
      While Jared was buried in my pussy, licking hard and fast straight across my clit, Duke stood up to show me his gigantic erection. Holy mother of... it was huge. Jared was a well-endowed man, but Duke could have starred in filthy movies. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Of course, for all I knew, he may have. I didn’t know a thing about him, other than that he was wildly sexy, had an incredible cock, and was stroking it while staring at me. 
    

    
      
    

    
      As my breathing increased, so did the movement of his hand, jerking his thickness faster.  My hands ran over my breasts, lifting them toward the laptop. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “Pinch your nipples.” 
    

    
      
    

    
      That dark voice was followed with a grunt of approval from Jared, who turned his hand upward to grind his thrusting fingers against my g-spot. Just as he could feel that I was about to come, he relaxed the pressure on my clit, prolonging the buildup to my climax. 
    

    
      
    

    
      With Jared facing me, only I could see the tips of pre-come building on the tip of Duke’s cock. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “That’s it, baby,” Duke said, his hand moving so fast it was nearly a blur. “Be a good girl and come hard for us. Just relax and let the men take care of you.”
    

    
      
    

    
      After trying so hard to never be objectified, that was all I wanted right now.  My lips fell open as I gasped for air, which seemed to amuse Duke. Jared hummed his approval as I started to come on his tongue, pinching my nipples one more time for a shot of pain with my pleasure. 
    

    
      
    

    
      I couldn’t believe it when huge bursts of come shot across Duke’s hard abs as he growled, “Good girl.”
    

    
      
    

    
      My head jerked forward as I moaned long and loud, staring at that incredible body on the screen. He sat back down just before Jared turned to him. “You can see why I need to make damn sure she’s satisfied in every way.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Absolutely,” Duke agreed. “Can’t wait to see you tomorrow night, Sarah.” He nodded to my husband, then disconnected.
    

    
      
    

    
      Jared seemed to have no clue that Duke had just given me a preview of what would be happening tomorrow. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “I can’t believe that you want to share me,” I said weakly, as Jared lifted me back onto his lap. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “I can’t believe that you had a fantasy and didn’t tell me,” he said with a mock glare. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “Couples don’t share everything.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “You have to understand, Sarah. I need to know that you’re completely fulfilled in every way. And although I love that you were a virgin when we met, I feel a bit guilty that you haven’t gotten out there as much. So if you really want to go through with this...”
    

    
      
    

    
      Nodding eagerly, I said, “Yeah. I do.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Good.”
    

    
      
    

    
      How strange that I was going to please my husband by giving myself to another man. There was no way in hell I was going to sleep tonight with all of the adrenaline running through me.
    

    




    
      
    

    
      * Duke * 
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Even though I serviced someone’s wife a few times a week, this time I was even more excited than usual. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Jared had warned me that Sarah was beautiful, and had to play the part of the straight-laced lawyer all day long. In those beautiful bright blue eyes, I could see that she was naturally shy, but wanted to let her inner wildcat out.
    

    
      
    

    
      She had seemed so excited just from looking at me on screen that I couldn’t wait for them to arrive.
    

    
      
    

    
      Pacing around my foyer, I had to remind myself that the anticipation was usually my favorite part. But this time, I knew that getting Sarah in touch with the other side of herself was going to be the highlight.
    

    
      
    

    
      So many women were a bit repressed. Quiet, because they were afraid of what might happen if they made a noise.
    

    
      
    

    
      I loved to draw them out of their shells. Sarah was so deliciously sexy that I could not wait to play with her. But not just play… Control. She needed a man to dominate her. I could see how much Jared adored her, and couldn’t imagine himself being more than playfully rough.
    

    
      
    

    
      Sarah needed someone to take her in hand and show her the ropes. Or, in this case, cuffs. I was going to tie my little beauty down and have my way with her so that she could lose herself in the fantasy.
    

    
      
    

    
      When the doorbell finally rang, I made myself wait for twenty seconds before answering it. Sweeping the door open, I took Sarah’s hand, leading her inside so I could get a good look at her. Twirling her around once, I said to Jared, “Shut and lock the door.”
    

    
      
    

    
      She was ravishing. Breathtaking. There were actually no words to describe how beautiful she was. But I could feel the trembling of her little fingers in mine.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Don’t be nervous, baby girl.” I don’t even know if I’d ever called a woman that before, but Sarah’s fingers squeezed mine as if she liked it.
    

    
      
    

    
      Pulling her into a hug, I whispered, “Are you here of your own accord, gorgeous? You’re doing this for you, not because your husband talked to you into it?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “He suggested it, but yes. This is my choice,” she said.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Good. Just need to double-check. You know how it is.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Oh, I know quite well,” she giggled sweetly. “I’m a lawyer.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I led her upstairs, with Jared following. “I know your fantasy was to have him watching on a hidden camera,” I said, “and I can set that up if you want. But this might be even better.”
    

    
      
    

    
      In the center of the upstairs hallway, I opened a door and waited while she peered inside. It was a long, narrow room that had once been a closet. The only furniture was a bench that faced an enormous window overlooking a bedroom.
    

    
      
    

    
      I took her down the hall to the next door. The huge bed was the only piece of furniture, and on this side, the window was a mirror that we couldn’t see through.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Jared is going to spy on you,” I said, leaning down to graze my lips across her cheekbone. “He’s going to watch his dirty girl get tied up and fucked hard.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “This is much better than a camera,” she said, visibly relaxing a bit. “I wouldn’t want to think that anyone could possibly have a recording of me out there.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I breathed in her ear, “Don’t worry, baby girl, I’m going to be recording this entire night mentally so that I can play it over and over as much as I want.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Her faint blush was adorable. Although Sarah must have been in her late twenties, her girlish nervous energy made her seem a few years younger. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Stepping back so that Jared could kiss her goodbye, I was almost jealous of the connection they clearly had. Although I wasn’t nearly ready to settle down permanently, I could see it being a woman like Sarah if I ever did.
    

    
      
    

    
      Her lithe body wound around Jared in a hug, as I heard him murmur, “I’m so proud of you, baby. Have fun, and I can’t wait to watch you being sexy.”
    

    
      
    

    
      After one more kiss on the tip of her nose, Jared gave me a nod, then went into the viewing room and shut the door.
    

    
      
    

    
      I closed the bedroom door, just in case Clay or Ivan, the two other men who worked in my strange private club, happened to drop by. It was still hard to believe that it took three of us to keep all of the wives in the area satisfied, and we only accepted about a third of the applications.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Have you ever been tied up before, gorgeous?” I asked.
    

    
      
    

    
      Sarah shook her head, sending her lovely light brown hair swishing around her shoulders. “No.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I stood in front of her, placing my hand on the small of her back to hold her close. “Your safe word is red light. If you want me to stop, just say that, and you will be in charge while I take care of you. All right?”
    

    
      
    

    
      She nodded eagerly, those pretty eyes glowing with excitement.
    

    
      
    

    
      “And if something is too much, and you just need me to slow down or pause, you tell me yellow light. Understand?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Absolutely.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Do you give me your body to play with as much as I want? Am I your  Master for the next little while?”
    

    
      
    

    
      She swallowed hard, then nodded. “Yes, sir.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I pulled her slightly closer, as her arms wound around my neck, which pressed her sweet, curvy body up against mine. Sliding one hand down to grip her round ass, she released a slight murmur.
    

    
      
    

    
      “You’re mine now, baby girl,” I breathed into her ear. “You’re my toy. I’ve been so fucking horny all week, and now I’m going to take it all out on you.”
    

    
      
    

    
      She quivered against me. “Good. I want to please you.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I pulled off my shirt, tossing it aside while her eyes glazed over at the sight of my chest. I absolutely loved her reaction. Her husband was in good shape, but I was completely shredded. Women’s reactions were always a huge ego boost. She didn’t seem to miss a single inch as her eyes traveled around my skin.
    

    
      
    

    
      I absolutely loved being a woman’s first time being shared with another man.  Women were often timid, but Sarah seemed to have more layers to her insecurity. Turning her into a tiger was going to be a thrill. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “You’re not a lawyer anymore, little girl. You’re my sex toy. If this is what you truly want, strip for me.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I sat on the edge of the bed, watching her trembling fingers as she reached back to unzip her dress. She glanced at the mirror occasionally as her bra and dress slipped down to her ankles. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “Jesus Christ,” I muttered, drinking in the sight of her flawless porcelain flesh.
    

    
      
    

    
      My hands darted out to cup her soft, full breasts, thumbing her nipples as I pulled her closer.  Her legs were beautifully shaped, coming up to show off a round, firm ass that I examined as I spun her around.
    

    
      
    

    
      That I caught her glancing at the window again. Gently gripping her chin, I turned her face to mine. “Who owns you right now, baby girl?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “You do,” she barely breathed.
    

    
      
    

    
      “So stop thinking about him. Stop looking over there unless you’re using the mirror to admire the way I touch you.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes, sir.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Spreading my legs, I pulled her so that she stood between my knees. Running my hands up her back, I kissed her gently, testing whether she had any last reservations.
    

    
      
    

    
      She didn’t. Her lips brushed gently against mine for about three seconds before she opened her mouth to me for a deep, passionate kiss.
    

    
      
    

    
      Her fingers immediately wrapped into my hair as she pulled me closer. My hand slipped along the curve of her behind, gently pulling off her skimpy pink panties.
    

    
      
    

    
      “You need to be naked for me, don’t you?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes, sir.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Gripping her hot ass with one hand, the other slipped up to glide into her silky hair. Hearing her breath catch was so beautiful, letting me know how vulnerable, how delicate she was.
    

    
      
    

    
      I wanted to kiss her gently but somehow couldn’t hold myself back. Pulling her against me, she ground against the crotch of my jeans, increasing the heat between us.
    

    
      
    

    
      Our kiss became ragged and wet as I tasted her desperation. Feeling Sarah’s sweet femininity transform into pure lust was a beautiful moment. My tongue lashed against hers as she made the most erotic moan I’d ever heard. Her hips swiveled, pressing her bare pussy against my shaft right through the denim.
    

    
      
    

    
      “I love that you’re a tease, baby, but I need to hear you moan like you did last night.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Sarah squealed as I scooped her up, placing her on her back in the center of the bed. “Hands up,” I commanded.
    

    
      
    

    
      From a drawer underneath us, I pulled out two padded leather wrist cuffs. I bound her hands together, attaching the chains to a large metal loop in the sturdy headboard.
    

    
      
    

    
      Then I placed a hand on her stomach. “Wiggle your wrists.” She did, seeming comfortable.
    

    
      
    

    
      Staring up at me, Sarah arched her back slightly to show off her magnificent tits. It was as if she knew every single trigger I had. This woman had a crazy effect on me, and I didn’t want to control myself any longer.
    

    
      
    

    
      Her rosy pink nipples were already stiff as I leaned down to suck each of them gently, watching the way she rubbed her thighs together.
    

    
      
    

    
      I needed to be naked with her. Slipping off my jeans, I heard her small gasp, looking up to catch her wide eyes. Sarah’s tongue darted across her bottom lip as she stared at my thick erection.
    

    
      
    

    
      I laid over her, completely caging her in, as I whispered, “Did you like what you saw last night?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes. But it seems even bigger in person.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “It’s going to seem even bigger when it’s inside you,” I chuckled, kissing her again as she seemed to melt underneath me. “You’re so sexy, baby girl. I need to taste you.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I needed her to be open and juicy before I tried to wedge my shaft into her tiny little cunt.
    

    
      
    

    
      I peppered kisses all over her throat and breasts, then worked my way lower to her naked pussy. Spreading her legs wide, I stared into the perfect peachy-pink folds, absolutely stunned by her beauty. Her heels dug into the bed, thighs flexing as she quivered slightly.
    

    
      
    

    
      Darting forward, I pinned her hips with my hands, spreading her open as I leaned in to drag my tongue straight through her crease. Her beautiful gasp made my cock throb in response.
    

    
      
    

    
      Spreading her sweet lips open, I bathed her with my tongue, circling her entrance, then flicking against her clit. There was a rush of wetness as her juices began to flow. Sarah’s soft, low moan sounded like she was aching for me, as I was for her.
    

    
      
    

    
      But her husband paid for a show. No matter how much men insisted that they were only interested in their wife’s pleasure, they also wanted a memory that would stay in the spank bank for years. I couldn’t help thinking that the more we showed off for Jared, the more likely he would bring Sarah to me again.
    

    
      
    

    
      Her flavor coursed through me, increasing my urgency as the chains above her head rattled slightly. My tongue invaded her pussy, plunging deep until I felt another fresh wave of her sweet juices.
    

    
      
    

    
      I watched the way she stared along my shoulders and arms as I reached up to grip her waist, holding her still as I got comfortable between her thighs.
    

    
      
    

    
      “You’re making me so hard, baby girl,” I grit out before diving into her delicious pussy.
    

    
      
    

    
      Dragging my tongue in circles around her clit, Sarah began to go wild, twitching and moaning loudly. “Oh God…” she cried, “there’s no way you’re going to make me come so fast.”
    

    
      
    

    
      It was likely partly due to the strange adrenaline-pumped situation, but I also wanted to believe that my oral skills were above and beyond. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Her creamy thighs twitched again as if she were trying to close them, and I spread her wide. “This pussy is mine. Don’t you ever try to hide it.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes, sir.”
    

    
      
    

    
      It was clear that she didn’t have a lot of BDSM experience. She was trying, which was good enough for now. I lifted her left side, giving her ass a hard slap that made her gasp.
    

    
      
    

    
      “You’re going to come on my tongue, gorgeous. If I don’t think you come hard enough for me, you’re going to get the spanking of your life. Do you understand?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes, sir.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Plunging my tongue into her dripping tunnel, I fucked her with it hard and fast, then brought it back to quickly lick straight across her clit.
    

    
      
    

    
      Sarah began to whine and twist, her legs wrapping around my shoulders. “Oh, fuck…” She breathed. “Yes. Duke, yes…”
    

    
      
    

    
      I stared up into those beautiful eyes as Sarah was swept away by the tide of her climax. Her sexy moans and twitches almost drove me crazy, as my cock ground into the bed beneath me.
    

    
      
    

    
      Fuck, I needed some relief, yet I didn’t want to rush her. My own needs would have to wait as I stuck to the rules of this bizarre game we were playing.
    

    
      
    

    
      As I licked steadily at Sarah’s little button while she squirmed and screamed through her orgasm, I had to find a way to punish her so that I could give her a good spanking before fucking her hard.
    

    
      
    

    
      Then I remembered I didn’t really need any particular reason. I was the one in charge. The one orchestrating this entire experience. 
    

    
      
    

    
      And most importantly, I was going to be the one balls deep in this breathtaking shy, sweet woman in just a few minutes, while she rattled her chains for me, and her husband watched.
    

    
      
    

    
      Everything I did to her was going to be her fantasy from now on. Her husband would try to mimic everything I’d done, but who knew how successful he would be. The future of Sarah’s fantasy life depended on my ability to overwhelm her completely and engage all of her senses at once.
    

    
      
    

    
      I already knew that I had the best career ever, but staring at Sarah while she squirmed and moaned, her pretty little pussy dripping for me, I felt unbelievably lucky.
    

    




    
      
    

    
      * Sarah *
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      I would never want to admit it to Jared, but the orgasm I had with Duke was the strongest, most desperate, and fiery feeling of my entire life. Maybe it was because this whole scenario was so completely debaucherous. It was wrong. And it felt so very right.
    

    
      
    

    
      By the time I caught my breath, Duke had already flipped me over, pulling me up onto my knees and forearms with my ass in the air. His huge strong hands rubbed briskly all over my skin, and then he slapped the underside of my behind hard enough to make me squeal.
    

    
      
    

    
      “You sit in your office all day lying, don’t you?” he murmured darkly.
    

    
      
    

    
      “I… I don’t know what you mean.”
    

    
      
    

    
      He smacked me again. The tingling, burning feeling wasn’t pain. It was just more sensation, adding to the pleasure that was still rippling through me from that incredible climax. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “You pretend to be professional. Pretend to be an excellent lawyer. But really, underneath it all, you’re a horny sex kitten that needs to be taken.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes,” I squealed as the palm of his hand smacked the outside of my hip with a bit more sting. I shouldn’t have been able to feel it in my closet, but my entire pussy seemed to be vibrating.
    

    
      
    

    
      I’d never felt so empty before. I needed his cock inside me, now. I’d never felt so utterly desperate for sex. It was wildly intoxicating, as if this force of nature was overtaking me. I was under its spell and didn’t want to go back to real life.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Tell me what you need, baby girl.” His voice was thick, as he leaned right beside me to nibble along my shoulder.
    

    
      
    

    
      “You, sir.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “What do you need me for?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Let me please you, sir,” I heard myself say. “Please… Use my body and fuck me hard.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I realized as I was begging that it was turning him on even more, and I was already forgetting about my husband on the other side of the one-way glass.
    

    
      
    

    
      Since Jared set this up, he couldn’t be angry that I was playing the game all too well. I couldn’t help it that the fantasy was even more than I’d ever dreamed.
    

    
      
    

    
      Duke smacked me several more times, his spanking sending vibrations of lust straight through to my fingers and toes.
    

    
      
    

    
      He flipped me on my back again, watching his teeth around my nipple and sucking as if he were dying for me. His raw strength felt like a forcefield shimmering around him.
    

    
      
    

    
      The thick head of his shaft slipped between my legs, and I heard his grunting moan. He dragged it back and forth through my dripping crease as my back arched, pressing against him.
    

    
      
    

    
      I’d never felt so alive. So raw. So fucking sexual that I thought my skin would be burnt to ash if he didn’t plunge inside me immediately.
    

    
      
    

    
      I was positive I was at my adrenaline limit as Duke’s massive cock began to sink inside me just an inch. Then I examined his eyes more closely.
    

    
      
    

    
      He almost looked drugged. His pupils were huge, a muscle in his jaw twitching slightly as he caged me with his forearms, staring at me with such possession.
    

    
      
    

    
      I was so wet, open, and ready for him that he didn’t even need to use his hands, but his cock was so thick that it wouldn’t glide inside me. He pushed, wedging his skin against mine until my body opened.
    

    
      
    

    
      It felt absolutely feral, and I loved every second of it. 
    

    
      
    

    
      It was almost painful, almost terrifying. The pleasure tingled through my entire nervous system, blocking out everything else.
    

    
      
    

    
      After several short, slow thrusts, something seemed to shift inside me, and Duke sank deeper. His lips quirked up, almost in a smile.
    

    
      
    

    
      “My sweet little baby girl feels just as silky and soft as I knew she would,” he purred into my ear.
    

    
      
    

    
      I loved that he said such dirty things, some of them at a volume that Jared could hear, but most were just for me. As if we had our own secret language of touches and whispers that were just for us.
    

    
      
    

    
      His strokes became longer and deeper as waves of bliss began to ripple through every muscle, squeezing and shifting my body as my wrists rattled the chain above me.
    

    
      
    

    
      “I need to touch you,” I moaned. “Please.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “I love it that you’re begging, but no.”
    

    
      
    

    
      As I felt him tap against the very end of my channel, I’d never felt so full in my life. Duke looked pleased, giving me a swift kiss.
    

    
      
    

    
      “You like that, baby? Do you like being so stuffed full of cock you can barely move?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Uh huh,” I could barely breathe.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Good. Because this is the sweetest little pussy I’ve ever fucked, and I am not gonna stop.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Good,” I muttered, as my hips tilted, trying to draw him even deeper.
    

    
      
    

    
      Feeling his powerful body over mine was almost overwhelming. Dick buried his face in my neck for a few moments, rutting into me like an animal.
    

    
      
    

    
      Then his head jerked up as he stared at me. “I’ve never once completely forgotten that this is a job, gorgeous,” he breathed into my ear. “Until you. You’re going to do everything in your power to make sure your loving husband brings you here every week. Aren’t you?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes, sir.” The words came out unbidden, but I meant them.
    

    
      
    

    
      I’d never felt so blissfully alive before, with my toes curling from the pressure of his massive shaft pounding inside me. His thickness ignited every nerve, the pressure reminding me with every movement that he was in complete command of my body.
    

    
      
    

    
      After being controlled by the partners at the firm, and my constant ridiculous caseload, plus the restrictions I placed on myself, losing all control was heavenly.
    

    
      
    

    
      Yet I still felt cared for. Cherished. Even as Duke gripped the back of my neck with one hand and my hip with the other, grinding his pulsing length into me harder and harder.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Wrap your legs around me and hold on,” he commanded, as a dark thrill rushed through me. 
    

    
      
    

    
      He was actually using me. There was no way to tell whether he knew that the base of his shaft was brushing my clit with every stroke, or that I was about to come again. He was lost in the moment, using my body for his pleasure. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “Dammit, baby girl, you’re tight as hell.” Blinking hard, I saw that his eyes were delirious, his jaw clenched.
    

    
      
    

    
      Duke was pounding me so hard it felt like he was bruising my insides slightly, and I knew it would be awkward to walk tomorrow. But I wouldn’t have told him to slow down even if I could. The level of euphoria from being taken so hard was too blissful to stop.
    

    
      
    

    
      “You’re making me need to come too fast.” His voice was a whisper of smoke in my ear. “Your husband is going to worry that I’m fucking you too hard, but you don’t want me to stop, do you, baby?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Please don’t stop,” I begged shamelessly. “Oh God... I’m going to come again.”
    

    
      
    

    
      My head fell back with a scream, allowing Duke to scrape his teeth along the column of my throat. My pussy clenched around him so tightly that he had to slow down his steady thrusts as I coated his length in another flood of my juices.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Good girl,” he growled. “Come all over my cock. You’re already addicted, aren’t you, baby?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes,” I choked, as my climax seared through me like a flash of lightning.
    

    
      
    

    
      His hips battered mine with brutal, quick pumps, then the second my orgasm began to fade, he froze. “Don’t move.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Looking up at him, it was nearly impossible not to shift my hips up to him, needing him to move inside me. He stared at me with a savage expression. Then as he slowly pulled out of my dripping pussy, he gave me a wicked grin that looked positively dangerous.
    

    
      
    

    
      At that moment, I knew without a doubt that this strangely intense connection between us was going to be for far more than one night. 
    

    




    
      
    

    
      * Duke *
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Jesus Christ, I almost came too fast. Sarah’s clenching pussy almost pushed me over the edge, but when I felt that wave of wetness so deep inside her, I had to blank out and picture my creepy little accountant Arnold for a moment just to hold myself together.
    

    
      
    

    
      At least now I had a real reason to punish her.
    

    
      
    

    
      “You did that on purpose,” I growled, gripping her chin as I slapped my wet cock against her stomach. “You tried to make me come too fast to show that you’re in charge, didn’t you?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “No,” she gasped, shaking her head frantically.
    

    
      
    

    
      Somehow she was even more beautiful now that she was slightly sweaty, her hair disheveled, her cheeks flushed.  She looked like a wild woman, and absolutely happy.
    

    
      
    

    
      “I know that you did,” I said, raising an eyebrow. “You’re so used to being in control at the office that you’re not truly giving yourself to me.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “I am, I swear.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Sitting up, I unclipped her bound wrists from the headboard, keeping them tied together as I set her arms around my neck and pulled her into my lap.
    

    
      
    

    
      Now that we were seated, facing each other, I lifted her up, slowly lowering her onto my shaft as she wrapped her legs around me. This position was much more intimate, but it also allowed me to easily slap her ass.
    

    
      
    

    
      Which I did, hard enough to make her squeal.
    

    
      
    

    
      “I know you’re giving yourself to me completely, baby girl,” I whispered in her ear. “I can feel how much you love it when I spank you.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Smacking the other side of her ass, she moaned loudly, arching against me as she flexed her thighs, bouncing eagerly up and down on my length.
    

    
      
    

    
      “I just need an excuse to spank you more. I know he won’t understand.”
    

    
      
    

    
      She nodded. “Whatever you think is best, sir.”
    

    
      
    

    
      She was mine. I knew I had her. Even if she lived the rest of her life happily with her husband, this sexual connection between us was permanent. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Her soft little pussy was making filthy wet noises as I plunged deep. My balls began to tense again, the momentary break not nearly long enough.
    

    
      
    

    
      Gently pulling her hair, I arched Sarah backward to nibble her breasts, lightly biting her nipples for another spark of pain.
    

    
      
    

    
      “I love the way you touch me,” she murmured.
    

    
      
    

    
      Placing my thumb in her mouth, our eyes met as she sucked it eagerly. “I’m going to train you to deep throat me next time,” I said. “He’s going to love watching that.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Her eyes blazed, then flicked to the large mirror. Then she gasped, leaning back again as she humped me, watching our reflection.
    

    
      
    

    
      “You look so sexy in my arms, baby.” I removed my thumb from her mouth, and brought it to her clit before claiming her lips with mine.
    

    
      
    

    
      Wrapping my arms around her waist, I fucked up into her with abandon, teasing her clit gently while I pounded her with my full strength. Sarah’s moans became louder, even muffled against my mouth.
    

    
      
    

    
      The delicious sin of everything around us struck me at once. Fucking a married woman. Doing it in front of her husband. Taking a shy, slightly uptight woman and encouraging her to be a sex kitten. Using a stranger as my fuck toy, and getting paid for it.
    

    
      
    

    
      Every time I smacked her sweet, round ass, she gushed a bit more. I’d never felt so hard or so huge in my life, as Sarah’s wet cunt squeezed me enthusiastically. It was as if she was trying to milk me dry, no matter how hard I tried to hold on a bit longer.
    

    
      
    

    
      My balls were humming with need, aching for me to release. I heard the chains of her wrist cuffs rattle behind my head as she gripped my hair more tightly. I could feel my pre-come dripping freely as I pumped my dick into her suctioning pussy.
    

    
      
    

    
      Christ, she was so perfect. “You’re driving me crazy, gorgeous,” I groaned.
    

    
      
    

    
      Flicking my thumb faster against her clit, I used my most commanding tone. “Come on your Master’s cock, baby girl.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Sarah whimpered my name, sliding up and down on my shaft as she wiggled and ground against me. I captured her perfect lips with a savage kiss just as she began to scream in pleasure.
    

    
      
    

    
      The wet slaps of our hot, desperate fuck echoed around the room as she exploded. Her thighs tightened around me as her fingernails scraped the back of my neck.
    

    
      
    

    
      I loved how hard she came against me, her tight, curvy body clinging against me while letting everything go completely. The ripple and contraction of her pussy along my length snapped the last of my control.
    

    
      
    

    
      Thrusting harder, deeper, I groaned, “Tell me you’re mine. Tell me you’re never going to stop finding me and fucking me.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes,” she rasped, her eyes gleaming. “Yes.”
    

    
      
    

    
      It was her complete submission that pushed me over the edge. I held my entire length inside her, growling as my cock throbbed, pumping my seed deep into her quivering channel.
    

    
      
    

    
      When we both stopped shaking, our kiss changed. It wasn’t just animalistic lust. It was so much more.
    

    
      
    

    
      I never thought about actually cheating with a woman before. Asking her to meet me if her husband didn’t bring her by often enough.
    

    
      
    

    
      But for the first time, I was prepared to go off the rails. Lifting Sarah up off my cock, I laid her in the center of the bed, then released her cuffs, rubbing her wrists gently.
    

    
      
    

    
      “How do you feel?” I asked gently, brushing her hair out of her face.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Amazing,” she whispered.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Do you have enough energy to let Jared take you now?”
    

    
      
    

    
      She looked up with a slight start, as if she had completely forgotten he was watching through the one-way glass. “Of course,” she said clearly so that he was sure to hear.
    

    
      
    

    
      Kissing along her neck, I murmured, “Do you want me to stay with you, baby girl?”
    

    
      
    

    
      Just as the door opened and Jared entered, she laced her fingers through mine, giving me the most meaningful look I’d ever felt.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes.”
    

    




    
      
    

    
      * Jared *
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Sarah was the most intelligent, most elegant, polished woman I’d ever seen. From our first date, I knew that I wanted to marry her and be with her forever. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Now, seeing her breathing hard, sweating slightly, and dripping with another man’s come... I’d never been so fucking hot for that woman. 
    

    
      
    

    
      I opened the door from the side room as if in a trance, tearing my clothing off along the way. Duke leaned down to kiss her, then turned her face to mine so that I could kiss her as well. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Sarah looked between us, then ran a hand down my chest. “What now?” she whispered. 
    

    
      
    

    
      I would never have thought of taking my wife in front of another man, but there was no holding back.  My hands were already busy caressing Sarah’s soft skin across her breasts and stomach. “Are you tired, baby? Do you want me to take you home?”
    

    
      
    

    
      She shook her head. “Not yet.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Duke chuckled darkly. “She needs you to fuck her hard while I whisper nasty things into this cute little ear, doesn’t she?’
    

    
      
    

    
      “Mmm, yes.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I was surprised that Sarah answered so fast. She usually took her time with any decision, but tonight she simply wanted to obey her men. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Fuck, the thought of that made me so hot that after the erection I’d had since I walked into this enormous mansion, I thought my dick might fall off if I didn’t get some relief.
    

    
      
    

    
      I didn’t dare touch myself in the private viewing room, knowing that I’d come in seconds. Hopefully, she’d forgive me if I came far too fast after watching the incredible show the two of them had just put on. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Any worry that Sarah had only been trying to please me was long gone. She was lost in her fantasy of being captured and taken hard, and I was so glad that I was able to make this happen for her. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Screw the money. I could drive a cheaper car when the lease was up next month. If my darling wife wanted to come here once a month, I would find a way to swing it. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Duke sat up with his back against the wall, holding Sarah tightly against him as he spread her legs for me. “Be our good little girl and take it.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Mmm, yes,” she murmured. 
    

    
      
    

    
      I leaned in to kiss her as my cock slipped between her pussy lips. She was so wet I slid right in to the hilt with almost zero pressure. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Sarah was so beautiful with her hair tousled, her cheeks flushed, and her incredible breasts were bouncing slightly with every deep thrust.
    

    
      
    

    
      I didn’t care that it was filthy fucking her while she was still dripping with another man’s come. Her juices were flowing so freely that the three of us could hear the wet slap with every stroke.
    

    
      
    

    
      “I can reach her lips. You kiss her breasts, while I stroke her clit. Let’s make our sweet sexy princess come one more time,” Duke said.
    

    
      
    

    
      Nodding, I dipped my head to latch onto her nipple. Sarah seemed extra sensitive, every touch making her twitch and moan.
    

    
      
    

    
      I could already feel my balls throbbing, begging for release as I hammered into my gorgeous wife.
    

    
      
    

    
      I would never have guessed that watching her be taken by another man would drive me this crazy, and I didn’t care. As long as my sweet wife was happy, that was all that mattered.
    

    




    
      
    

    
      * Sarah *
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      My mind couldn’t process this much pleasure.
    

    
      
    

    
      I could feel Duke’s cock pressed between my ass cheeks as Jared glided his length inside me. I’d never felt him this big or this hard. But compared to Duke, the pressure was much more reasonable.
    

    
      
    

    
      Jared switched back and forth between my breasts, licking and sucking and biting until I was worked into a frenzy. Meanwhile, Duke kissed me as if he never wanted to let go.
    

    
      
    

    
      He shifted his hips, moving me slightly so there were a few inches of space free at my lower back. Then he took my right hand, carefully bending it behind me.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Stroke my cock, baby girl. I need you to make me come one more time.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Suddenly Jared pulled out, which made me whine from the feeling of emptiness. He flipped me over onto all fours, then plunged back inside me again.  “You should thank our host by sucking him, don’t you think?”
    

    
      
    

    
      For a second, I was surprised and impressed that Jared was so forceful. Faced with Duke’s monstrous length, I didn’t hesitate. Gripping him with both hands, I raised the head to my lips, running my tongue around the ridge, then licking and sucking until his eyes glazed over.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Good girl,” he said, stroking my hair.
    

    
      
    

    
      I felt Jared give me a tentative spank. “Your hot little ass is even sexier with pink handprints all over it,” he muttered.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Flatten your hand a bit more,” Duke said in that rich, commanding tone. “Don’t be afraid to make it sting a bit. She loves it.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I certainly couldn’t comment, as I was busy working Duke’s shaft as deep into my mouth as it would go. My moan of agreement seemed to do the trick. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Glancing at the mirror, I saw the most erotic sight of my entire life. Jared took hold of my left hip, grinding deep as he spanked me on the other side hard enough to make me squeal against Duke’s throbbing cock. My new lover gripped my hair with both hands, fucking gently into my mouth as my aching breasts swung beneath me.
    

    
      
    

    
      After a few more spanks, Jared brought his fingers to my clit, brushing gently while he fucked me harder and harder. My vision blurred as the climax snuck up on me, stiffening every muscle as I began to twitch. Then Duke’s lips were at my ear as I heard Jared beginning to groan behind me.
    

    
      
    

    
      “You’re the sexiest little cocksucker,” he murmured. “I’m going to come down to your office and meet you for lunch so that you can suck me off in a back alley any time I want. You’re going to be on your knees in the dirt in your expensive business suits. You’re going to beg for me to throw you up against the wall and fuck you, but I’m going to try to say no.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I came with a scream, muffled by his cock as both men released inside me just a few seconds later. Jared fucked me harder than he ever had before, while Duke seemed to be holding back so that he didn’t choke me.
    

    
      
    

    
      Swallowing every drop of his hot, salty come, I moaned around his length as Jared pounded ferociously, emptying every drop of his seed deep inside me.
    

    
      
    

    
      We collapsed in a heap, with my head on Duke’s shoulder and Jared spooning me from behind. Hands stroked my hair, my hip, my arm.
    

    
      
    

    
      “You’re amazing, baby,” Jared said softly, kissing the back of my shoulder.
    

    
      
    

    
      “She certainly is,” Duke agreed, kissing my forehead.
    

    
      
    

    
      I honestly couldn’t tell how much of what they had said over the past hour was true, or simply dirty talk to fuel our lust. 
    

    
      
    

    
      As I looked up to Duke, his seductive smile told me that he wasn’t nearly done with me. He mouthed the words, “I can’t wait to take you again, baby girl.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Smiling, my eyes fell closed. Whatever was going to happen in the future would be up to the men who were now in control of my sex life.
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